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Not so Innocent Exile 


lron Maiden's manager Rod Smallwood and the four musicians in the band all agree that singer Paul Ditanno has 
to be let go. In reality, Smallwood was the one to do that actual firing, but what if Steve Harris decided to do 
it himself... 


Steve thought he could be unemotional about firing Paul. It had seemed so easy when he had to dismiss 
former guitarist Dennis, when Adrian was waiting in the wings. That lineup change had certainly charged up the 
band, Steve could only dream what a singer with Bruce's range could do - not to mention his reputation for 
professionalism. It would be nice to have a singer who showed up to practice and gigs on time and sober - 
someone who consistently gave 100% - not someone who made a fool out of themselves and thereby the band 


on an almost regular basis. It should be cut and dry. Paul - constantly off his head and off his game - gone. 


Cool, pro Bruce - in. But why was it so hard for him to make that phone call. "No," Steve thought as he put 


the phone back on it's cradle, "He's a mate, this should be done in person’. 


It was 2 in the afternoon on Sunday - Paul had come home from a night of partying and had passed out on 
the rug in front of the couch. He was barely coming to and adjusting to his surroundings when he heard the 
sound of the doorbell. "Oi! Fuck off!" He called, bringing himself to his feet. He stumbled around and was pleased 
to discover a can of Special Brew on the TV table, upon finding it to be empty, he crumpled it and threw it at 


the door as the doorbell was no replaced by an insistent knocking. 


Angered by the knocking and lack of alcohol, Paul stumbled to the door and flung it open with his right hand 
balled into a fist. He quickly reeled back when he saw it was his bass player Steve. 


"Steady on mate," Steve smiled meekly and held his hands up in front of him, "You may want to save that for 


later..can | come in?" 


Paul smiled back sheepishly, "Sorry Steve, caught me off guard you did, eh? Say you wouldn't have any beers 
with you have you?" 


Steve shook his head and walked passed him, sitting down on the sofa. "I'm afraid this isn't exactly a social call," 


Paul breezed by him and went into the tiny kitchen, throwing aside garbage, looking for one tiny drop of alcohol, 
then he remembered he had some speed in his pocket. He grabbed a bunch of pills and shoved them down his 
throat, all the while Steve was nattering away in the parlor. Paul steadied himself against the counter as Steve 


went on and on, then he heard, "Are you all right in there, Paul?" 


Paul swallowed a big breath of air and plastered a smile on his face before going back into the parlor. He sat 


down on a plastic beach chair across from his friend - he didn't have much furniture. 


| wish | had something to offer you mate but I'm skint at the moment," he explained, then giggled nervously. 
Steve was very anti drugs and if he knew he'd just swallowed a handful of bennies he wouldn't be as friendly. 


Paul thought he could pull off being straight, if he just smiled his way through it. 


"So what brings you to Chingford?" He asked, nervously playing with the zipper on his leather jacket, "Not usual 
for you to leave Leytonstone." 


Steve couldn't keep the fake smile plastered on his face anymore. He knew Paul was on something, as usual, and 
it was an insult to his intelligence to think he could get away with acting sober. 


"Look Paul, this isn't easy mate but the band..and Rod..we've all decided." 


Paul could feel the beginnings of heat rising up to his temples, "Rod! Is he in the band now? | know he's our 
manager but we're all mates right? So whatever happens should be between us lads, eh?" 


Steve shook his head, "Paul, I'm afraid we're going to have to part company..." 


"Are you..are you sacking me?" The speed was beginning to kick in full force and Paul could feel his heart 
pounding as he cheeks flushed with anger. "After all I've done for Maiden you chaps are SACKING me?" 


Steve stood up and started backing towards the door, but he had to get things off his chest, "The bloody 
cheeklll After all you've done for us? Are you fucking kidding me? We've had to cancel gigs, lost tons of money, 
pissed off several promoters - some of whom will never work with us again - because you have to be fucking 


off your tree all the time. You've done nothing for us but BRING US DOWN!" 
Steve was a broad shouldered 5'5 - Paul stood almost a foot taller than him - especially in his knee high stage 
boots that he was still wearing from partying last night. Paul stood in front of the door and towered over him, 
"Bring you down? That's a fucking laugh! | should knock you down right now?" 


Steve pushed past him, "Leave off, mate, it's done. Don't do anything else you may regret," 


As the daylight filled Pauls’ little apartment he angrily called after Steve - who was now briskly walking down 
the street towards the underground station. 


"Fuck you Steve! Fuck all of you little bastards! | don't need Iron Bloody Maiden - you need mel!" 


When he had gotten a safe distance away, Steve turned and said, "Ah Paul, professional till the end. Good luck 
to ya - you cunt" 


